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The Ceremony 


The purple strip low in the sky looks like a crowbar to 
him. Sharp crunching...then heel-strikes as she hits the 
path. 

Shortly, he sees the vapor preceding her, the gloom behind 
pierced by streetlamps around which snow begins revolving. 

When he can discern her clothes he comments, Well you're 
certainly equipped for the task at hand! 

I couldn't get back to the apartment to change. 

Still the party animal, hey? 

You could say that. Her eyes blank in the dimness. 

Well, at any rate, I'm glad you came, he says, this might 
have to be the last until the Spring thaw. 


Glad? Never heard you use such an odd word. Have you 


1 


gone crazy? A wet flake flops into her hair. 

It must have hurt--I mean for you to leave the party 
without a stranger. 

Oh? Still the jealous male? My my! But let me offer a 
discrete hallelujah: no prying bitty little questions this 
time--oh so very manipulative with their subtle, softest 
poisons. You're at least over that. 

Time, he shrugs in whispering snow, the cure and the kill. 

Oh yeah? Well I'm trying to accept kill, because then hope 
Is dead. And yet, here we are once more. Stupid. We're 
hopeless. 

Absently, he turns a hand up as if to cup the sifting snow. 
You never know. And when you finally do it's too late. 

Well I hope--modestly, not universally--that this is the 
last, the woman sighs. 

He had fetched the tools from a car trunk frigid as 
Siberia, keeps the shovel and gives her the crowbar. They look 
for the right place to start, the hard ground beginning to 
whiten. 

Almost as an antidote to their sniping, they dig a half 
hour without speaking, gulping in icy needles of air and panting 
out dark vapors. 


Soon they have dug--she, though unsteady on her heels, 
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thrusting in with the crowbar, and he scraping away the clods 
with the shovel--just enough to reveal the larger outline below 
them: its hair frost-whorls into which individual giant flakes 
drift. 

A...little more, he encourages--spasmodic puffs from his 
mouth darkly surrounding his head. 

She demurs, leaning on her crowbar. C'mon now, don't be a 
fuss...budget in this too! she gasps. 

But he wins. Listen this once! Just not enough...depth to 
really operate, really know when you're...s-striking home! 

They again dig in the odors of frozen mud and lye, she 
sobbing with each thrust, the snow arriving now in stinging, 
Surging waves. 

I'll change. If you want to change. She blinks away the 
tears as he offers the shovel. 

So they reverse roles, he driving and twisting in with the 
crowbar, more deeply than she could, and she, beyond herself, 
jerkily scooping up after him. 

The depth of the exposed form is right, they silently 
agree. Much more would exhaust the energy needed now, 
especially as the wind has begun raging, slamming icy snow into 
them and whirling it round the declivities of the uncovered 


thing below. 


The tools are dropped, clattering away along the ground as 
the couple falls down on the form, their beating fists producing 
a dull, echoing hollowness. On they go far past exhaustion into 
a loathsome nightmare of sweat and icy slime. 

As the thumps become less and less audible to them, they 
are retching. Then, the grating draughts after they have, 
finally, stopped. After some moments they clamber up from out 
of the grave. 

In the fast-ticking hail, she on her knees and he above, 
hulking: the whole scene looking like some Medieval ceremony, 
swarthy Knight and weeping maiden. Below, with matted hair 


aswirl in flowers of blackest ice, the horse. 


